A NIGHT OF TERROR

of curry, placed where all could reach it. They
sat cross-legged, with bowed backs, supporting
themselves on their left arms, the left hand lying
flat on the mat, and being so turned that the
outspread fingers pointed inwards. With the
fingers of their right hands, they messed the rice,
mixing the curry well into it, and then swiftly
carried a large handful to their mouths, skilfully,
without dropping a grain. The women sat
demurely, in a half-kneeling position, with their
feet tucked away under them, and ministered to
the wants of the men. They said never a word,
save an occasional exclamation, when they drove
away a lean cat that crept too near to the food,
and the men also held their peace. There was no
sound to be heard, save the hum of the insects
out of doors, the deep note of the bull-frogs in the
rice swamps, and the unnecessarily loud noise of
mastication made by the men as they ate.

When the meal was over the women carried
what was left to a corner near the fireplace, and
there fell to on such of the viands as their lords
had not consumed. If you had looked carefully,
however, you would have seen that the cooking-
pots, over which the women ruled, still held a
secret store for their own consumption, and that
the quality of the food in this cache was by no
means inferior to that which has been allotted to
the men. In a land where women wait upon
themselves, and have none to attend their wants,
or forestall their wishes, they very soon acquire
an extremely good notion of how to look after
themselves ; and, since they have never known a
state of society in which women are treated as they
are amongst ourselves, they do not repine, and